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Roadmap 


Poem 
Language 
Facing the plank page 
The mystique of the masterpiece 
Voice 
thoughts > ideas - words > images > poem 
Nothing is irrelevant 
Transcribers Translators Transformers 
Accessibility 
Making sense 
Aural sex 
Got MICS? 
Very new poetry 
The reader as writer 
The house of poetry is a hotel 
Enjoying poetry 


A poem is words... 
Every word weighs 


A poem does not have to rhyme 
It does not have to mean 
It does not have to make sense 
it does not have to tell a story 
It does not have to be linear 


A poem is a snapshot 
it is intense 
it is concise 
it is lean 
it is musical 
it can jump right in 
it can begin anywhere 
it can go anywhere 
it can include anything 


John Ashbery (1927-2017) 
Thinking out loud 
What Is Poetry 


The medieval town, with frieze 
Of poy scouts from Nagoya? The snow 


That came when we wanted it to snow? 
Beautiful images? Trying to avoid 


Ideas, as in this poem? But we 
Go back to them as to a wife, leaving 


The mistress we desire? Now they 
Will have to believe it 


As we believed it. In school 
All the thought got combed out: 


What was left was like a field. 
Shut your eyes and you can feel it for miles around. 


Now open them on a thin vertical path. 
it might give us - what? - some flowers soon? 


Just Walking Around 


What name do I have for you? 

Certainly there is not a name for you 

in the sense that the stars have names 

That somehow fit them. Just walking around, 
An object of curiosity to some, 

But you are too preoccupied 

By the secret smudge in the back of your soul 
To say much and wander around, 


Smiling to yourself and others. 

It gets to be kind of lonely 

But at the same time off-putting. 
Counterproductive, as you realize once again 
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That the longest way is the most efficient way, 
The one that looped among islands, and 

You always seemed to be traveling ina circle. 
And now that the end is near 


The segments of the trip swing open like an orange. 
There is light in there and mystery and food. 

Come see it. 

Come not for me but it. 

But if Iam still there, grant that we may see each other. 


This Room 


The room I entered was a dream of this room. 
Surely all those feet on the sofa were mine. 
The oval portrait 

of a dog was me at an early age. 


Something shimmers, something is hushed up. 


We had macaroni for lunch every day 

except Sunday, when a small quail was induced 

to be served to us. Why do I tell you these things? 
You are not even here. 


Climate Correction 


So what if there was an attempt to widen 
the gap. Reel in the scenery. 
It’s unlike us to reel in the difference. 


We got the room 
in other hands, to exit like a merino ghost. 
What was I telling you about? 


Walks in the reeds. Be 
contumely about it. 
You need a chaser. 


In other words, persist, put rather 
a dense shadow fanned out. 
Not exactly evil, put you get the point. 
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Louise Gltick (1943-2023) 
Exploring the agony of the self 
Mock Orange 


It is not the moon, I tell you. 
it is these flowers 
lighting the yard. 


T hate then. 

T hate them as I hate sex, 
the man’s mouth 

sealing my mouth, the man’s 
paralyzing body 


and the cry that always escapes, 
the low, humiliating 
premise of union 


In my mind tonight 

T hear the question and pursuing answer 
fused in one sound 

that mounts and mounts and then 

is split into the old selves, 

the tired antagonisms. Do you see? 

We were made fools of. 

And the scent of mock orange 

drifts through the window. 


How can I rest? 

How can I be content 
when there is still 
that odor in the world? 


The Red Poppy 


The great thing 

is not having 

a mind. Feelings: 

oh, I have those; they 
govern me. I have 


a lord in heaven 

called the sun, and open 

for him, showing him 

the fire of my own heart, fire 
like his presence. 

What could such glory be 

if not a heart? Oh my brothers and sisters, 
were you like me once, long ago, 
pefore you were human? Did you 
permit yourselves 

to open once, who would never 
open again? Because in truth 
Tam speaking now 

the way you do. I speak 

pecause I am shattered. 


All Hallows 


Even now this landscape is assembling. 

The hills darken. The oxen 

sleep in their blue yoke, 

the fields having been 

picked clean, the sheaves 

pound evenly and piled at the roadside 
among cinquefoil, as the toothed moon rises: 


This is the barrenness 

of harvest or pestilence. 

And the wife leaning out the window 
with her hand extended, as in payment, 
and the seeds 

distinct, gold, calling 

Come here 

Come here, little one 


And the soul creeps out of the tree. 
The Wild Iris 


At the end of my suffering 
there was a door. 


Hear me out: that which you call death 
I remember. 


Overhead, noises, branches of the pine shifting. 
Then nothing. The weak sun 
flickered over the dry surface. 


it is terrible to survive 
as consciousness 
puried in the dark earth. 


Then it was over: that which you fear, being 
a soul and unable 

to speak, ending abruptly, the stiff earth 
pending a little. And what I took to be 
birds darting in low shrubs. 


You who do not remember 

passage from the other world 

T tell you I could speak again: whatever 
returns from oblivion returns 

to Pind a voice: 


from the center of my life came 
a great fountain, deep blue 
shadows on azure seawater. 


Frank O'Hara (1926-1966) 
fi do this I do that 
A Step Away from Them 


It’s my lunch hour, so I go 

for a walk among the hum-colored 
cabs. First, down the sidewalk 
where laborers feed their dirty 
glistening torsos sandwiches 

and Coca-Cola, with yellow helmets 
on. They protect them from falling 
pricks, IT guess. Then onto the 
avenue where skirts are flipping 
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above heels and blow up over 
grates. The sun is hot, put the 
cabs stir up the air. T look 
at bargains in wristwatches. There 
are cats playing in sawdust. 

On 
to Times Square, where the sign 
plows smoke over my head, and higher 
the waterfall pours lightly. A 
Negro stands in a doorway with a 
toothpick, languorously agitating. 
A blonde chorus girl clicks: he 
smiles and rubs his chin. Everything 
suddenly honks: it is 12:40 of 
a Thursday. 

Neon in daylight is a 
great pleasure, as Edwin Denby would 
write, as are light bulbs in daylight. 
I stop for a cheeseburger at JULIET’S 
CORNER. Giulietta Masina, wife of 
Federico Fellini, é bell’ attrice. 

And chocolate malted. A lady in 
foxes on such a day puts her poodle 
ina cab. 

There are several Puerto 
Ricans on the avenue today, which 
makes it beautiful and warm. First 
Bunny died, then John Latouche, 
then Jackson Pollock. But is the 
earth as fullas life was full, of them? 
And one has eaten and one walks, 
past the magazines with nudes 
and the posters for BULLFIGHT and 
the Manhattan Storage Warehouse, 
which they’l1 soon tear down. I 
used to think they had the Armory 
Show there. 

A glass of papaya juice 
and back to work. My heart is in my 
pocket, it is Poems by Pierre Reverdy. 
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A Personal Poem 


Now when I walk around at lunchtime 

T have only two charms in my pocket 

an old Roman coin Mike Kanemitsu gave me 
and a polt-head that broke off a packing case 
when I was in Madrid the others never 
prought me too much luck though they did 
help keep me in New York against coercion 
put now I’m happy for a time and interested 

T walk through the luminous humidity 
passing the House of Seagram with its wet 
and its loungers and the construction to 

the left that closed the sidewalk if 

T ever get to be a construction worker 

Td like to have a silver hat please 

and get to Moriarty’s where I wait for 

LeRoi and hear who wants to be a mover and 
shaker the last five years my batting average 
is .016 that’s that, and LeRoi comes in 

and tells me Miles Davis was clubbed 12 

times last night outside BIRDLAND by a cop 

a lady asks us for a nickel for a terrible 
disease but we don’t give her one we 

don’t like terrible diseases, then 

we go eat some fish and some ale it’s 

cool but crowded we don’t like Lionel Trilling 
we decide, we like Don Allen we don’t like 
Henry James so much we like Herman Melville 
we don’t want to be in the poets’ walk in 

San Francisco even we just want to be rich 
and walk on girders in our silver hats 

i wonder if one person out of the 8,000,000 is 
thinking of me as IT shake hands with LeRoi 
and buy a strap for my wristwatch and go 
pack to work happy at the thought possibly so 


Poem 
Lana Turner has collapsed! 


T was trotting along and suddenly 
it started raining and snowing 


aia 


and you said it was hailing 

put hailing hits you on the head 
hard so it was really snowing and 
raining and IT was in such a hurr 
to meet you but the traffic 

was acting exactly like the sky 
and suddenly fT see a headline 
LANA TURNER HAS COLLAPSED! 
there is no snow in Hollywood 
there is no rain in California 

T have been to lots of parties 
and acted perfectly disgraceful 
put I never actually collapsed 
Oh Lana Turner we love you get up 


The Day Lady Died 


Tt is 12:20 in New York a Friday 

three days after Bastille day, yes 

it is 1959 and I go get a shoeshine 

pecause I will get off the 4:19 in Easthampton 

at 7:15 and then go straight to dinner 

and I don’t know the people who will feed me 

I walk up the muggy street beginning to sun 

and have a hamburger and a malted and buy 

an ugly NEW WORLD WRITING to see what the poets 
in Ghana are doing these days 

T go on to the bank 

and Miss Stillwagon (first name Linda I once heard) 
doesn’t even look up my balance for once in her life 
and in the GOLDEN GRIFFIN I get a little Verlaine 
for Patsy with drawings py Bonnard although I do 
think of Hesiod, trans. Richmond Lattimore or 
Brendan Behan’s new play or Le Balcon or Les Négres 
of Genet, but I don’t, I stick with Verlaine 

after practically going to sleep with quandariness 
and for Mike I just stroll into the PARK LANE 
Liquor Store and ask for a bottle of Strega and 
then I go back where I came from to 6th Avenue 

and the tobacconist in the Ziegfeld Theatre and 
casually ask for a carton of Gauloises and a carton 
of Picayunes, and a NEW YORK POST 
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with her face on i 

and I am sweating a lot by now and thinking of 
leaning on the john door in the 5 SPOT 

while she whispered a song along the keyboard 

to Mal Waldron and everyone and I stopped breathing 


Mary Oliver (1935-2019) 
A door to the sacred 
The Summer Day 


Who made the world? 

Who made the swan, and the black bear? 

Who made the grasshopper? 

This grasshopper, I mean 

the one who has flung herself out of the grass, 

the one who is eating sugar out of my hand, 

who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and 
down 

who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated 
eyes. 

Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her 
face. 

Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away. 

I don’t know exactly what a prayer is. 

IT do know how to pay attention, how to fall down 

into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass, 

how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the 
fields, 

which is what I have been doing all day. 

Tell me, what else should I have done? 

Doesn’t everything die at last, and too soon? 

Tell me, what is it you plan to do 

with your one wild and precious life? 


Wild Geese 


You do not have to be good. 

You do not have to walk on your knees 

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting. 
You only have to let the soft animal of your body 
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love what it loves. 

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine. 
Meanwhile the world goes on. 

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain 
are moving across the landscapes, 

over the prairies and the deep trees, 

the mountains and the rivers. 

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, 
are heading home again. 

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 

the world offers itself to your imagination, 

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting 
over and over announcing your place 

in the family of things. 


The Swan 


Did you too see it, drifting, all night, on the black river? 
Did you see it in the morning, rising into the silvery air 
An armful of white blossoms, 

A perfect commotion of silk and linen as it leaned 

into the pondage of its wings; a snowbank, a bank of lilies, 
Biting the air with its black beak? 

Did you hear it, fluting and whistling 

A shrill dark music like the rain pelting the trees like a 
waterfall 

Knifing down the black ledges? 

And did you see it, finally, just under the clouds 

A white cross Streaming across the sky, its feet 

Like black leaves, its wings Like the stretching light of 
the river? 

And did you feel it, in your heart, how it pertained to 
everything? 

And have you too finally figured out what beauty is for? 
And have you changed your life? 


When Death Comes 


When death comes 

like the hungry bear in autumn; 

when death comes and takes all the bright coins from his 
purse 
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to buy me, and snaps the purse shut; 
when death comes 
like the measle-pox 


when death comes 
like an iceberg between the shoulder blades, 


T want to step through the door full of curiosity, 
wondering: 
what is it going to be like, that cottage of darkness? 


And therefore T look upon everything 

as a brotherhood and a sisterhood, 

and I look upon time as no more than an idea, 
and I consider eternity as another possibility, 


and I think of each life as a flower, as common 
as a field daisy, and as singular, 


and each name a comfortable music in the mouth, 
tending, as all music does, toward silence, 

and each pody a lion of courage, and something 
precious to the earth. 


When it’s over, I want to say all my life 
I was a bride married to amazement. 
T was the bridegroom, taking the world into my arms. 


When it’s over, I don’t want to wonder 
if IT have made of my life something particular, and real 


I don’t want to find myself sighing and frightened, 


or full of argument. 
I don’t want to end up simply having visited this world. 
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